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Stay or Go? 


Author's Notes: 
This deals with some pretty heavy shit -- namely, implied suicide. Please read responsibly. 


The Lisa mentioned here is the same girl from Faster Pussycat's song "Please Dear". 


The ringing phone jolted Tracii out of a comfortable sleep. Snorting, he flailed about in the bathtub for a 
moment before slipping and sliding his way over so he could reach the phone perched on the toilet lid. "Yeah?" 
he mumbled, standing up so that the water poured off his naked body. He was actually sort of glad to have 
been woken up. His bathwater had been going cold. 


A deep sigh into the receiver. "/m comin’ over, okay” 
‘lm here. You know I'll wait for you." Tracii hadn't dared to be farther than arm's length from the phone in 


almost thirty-six hours, just in case it rang. You couldn't chase Taime down when he got like this, you just had 


to wait and hope to God that he called 


He got dressed, then unplugged the phone so no one else could bother them. Taime wouldn't knock, so Tracii 
went outside and waited on the front steps for him. 


Taime came ambling along in short order, hair a rat's nest, wearing a ripped shirt and ripped pants, with a coin 
belt that made soft music with every step. He came and sat beside Tracii, and lit a cigarette. His nails and 
cuticles were raw; bitten. He kept twisting the cigarette around and around in between draws. 


"Come hang on the beach with me," said Tracii. He stood up, and thankfully, Taime chose to follow him. They 


circled around back and found the walkway down to the water. 


"Ie been thinking about going again," Taime said as Tracii lit a fire in a barrel. Real casual, like how one would 


discuss the weather. /ve been thinking about going again 
Tracii coaxed the spark into a fire. "What's got you feelin like that?" 


"Can't sleep good anymore," admitted Taime. "I was doing good until the last couple of days. I've been dreaming 
about Lisa" 


Tracii sat down in the sand and patted the spot next to him, beseeching Taime to join him. 


Taime sank down next to him and rested his forehead against Tracii's shoulder. "The dreams are so good. So 
vivid. Realer than real. She's right there. | can reach out and touch her. | don't want to wake up, | just want to 
stay there with her, in nirvana.. where nothing hurts, where these things aren't killin’ me," he said bitterly, 
before taking a drag on the cigarette. 


Tracii's arm curled around, capturing Taime's head and pulling him closer. He rested his cheek in that mess of 
Peroxided hair. For a moment, they just existed -- they were in the moment. The sound of the crashing waves 


filled their ears. 


"People talk all fuckin’ day long, going on and on about stupid, meaningless shit," Taime went on, his voice 
cracking. "Wasting all this perfectly good oxygen. For what? Gossiping and talking shit? Is that what | have to 
look forward to, more of this bullshit? I'd rather go." He pulled away from Tracii's embrace, sinking in on 


himself, burying his fingers in the sand. 


Tracii regarded him. "I'm not gonna tell you, you have to stay," he said. "But I'm not gonna lie to you. If you go, 


Ill miss you a hell of a lot, man" 
Taime sniffled a little. 


"If you go, you'll miss out on biking up to Big Sur with me this summer," Tracii told him. "And you promised me 
you'd take me to my first gay bar as soon as | turn 21. And one of these days, | swear I'll get you to sing on 


one of my records." 


That actually made Taime crack a little smile. "I told you a million times: we can't be in a band together. That's 


like two best friends who decide to fuck. Itll ruin a good thing." 

"Hey, good times go bad and they go good again," said Tracii philosophically. "That's what the old hippies used to 
tell me when | was a kid. It's all cycles, man. Like the snow melting down a mountain, flowing to the ocean, only 

to go back up into the atmosphere to be rained down again. It's a cycle. The natural order of things." 

Taime wiped at his nose. "Fuck, | wish I'd lived on that commune with you." 

"You still could," Tracii told him. 

"Don't say that--" 

"It could still happen," Tracii went on. "We could go tomorrow. We could go next week, next year. You wanna be 

a hippie with me? Let's do it. You wanna be a rock star, we'll do that, too. Fuck, if you want to be lawyers 


together, I'll go to law school." 


A choking sound escaped Taime, and tears fell down his cheeks, dropping to make tiny indents in the sand. "You 


shouldn't love me so damn much," Taime gasped out. "I could end up hurting you." 

"Too late," said Tracii. Then he said, "Can | put my arm around you?" 

Taime nodded, and Tracii pulled him close. 

"I got her tattooed on my arm," Taime told him. "Look at her, my little sexy nurse." He pulled up his sleeve to 
reveal a fresh tattoo of a woman with tumbling dark hair and a lit cigarette. "I just needed to see her 
whenever | feel like it. | needed her close." 


Tracii tenderly traced the outline of the tattoo. "Its her all right.” 


Taime fell quiet again for a few moments. "Do you think he thinks about her? The guy that hit her, | mean? Do 


you think she even crosses his mind?" 

"| don't know," admitted Tracii. "You think he should?" 

"Yeah! Fuck yeah. He fuckin’ took her from all of us -- not just me, but her mom and dad, too. He should 
fuckin’ think about her!" Taime's voice rose higher and higher with emotion. "He should be sleepless and 
dreamless and regret what he did every stinking day of his worthless, miserable life! That son of a bitch. All 
Lisa wanted to do was made sick people well again! She never hurt nobody." 


"If you go," Tracii said gently, "won't he have killed two people?" 


"Ah, fuck." Taime started crying again. "She wouldn't want any of us to fuckin’ suffer. That's the worst part! 


She would have forgiven him -- she wouldn't want me to--" He couldn't even speak any more. He was clinging 
to Tracii now, and Tracii was holding him crushingly close, so tight they could almost have merged into one 


being, sharing one breath and one life. 

The sun was rising over the Pacific, painting the sky in subtle shades of purple and orange. Tracii wasn't sure 
if the salt taste in his mouth was from the ocean spray or tears. Taime lay down and rested his head in 
Tracii's lap. 


"We made it to another day," Tracii said, combing his fingers through Taime's hair. 


"Yeah." Taime's voice sounded hoarse. He buried his face into the soft skin of Tracii's belly. "I think... | think I'l 
stay. For today. That's all | can promise right now." 


Tracii had never asked for promises and he never will. He knew such boons had to be given freely from Taime. 


Taime was not the sort to be obligated to anyone. 


| think Hl stay. 


